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% 'T has been: my, weekly endeavour, 
awe, for fome, years, to entertain and in 
sigs ftruct the public to the beft.of »my 
Sf abilities. That I am thought.en- 
) tertaining is beyond.difpute; for.as + 
Z no one perufes a periodical. paper | 
for confcience fii or by way of penance, it is evident, 
that fince I am read, I pleafe. 
How far I may have attained the other’ purpofe of 
my papers, that of inftructing, is another queftion, 
and which cannot be eafily refolved. The pen of a 
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writer, like the hand of time, works imperceptibly : 
and perhaps the reformation which may be occafioned 
by. thefe my labours, will not be completed in lefs than 
acentury. Thus much however [ may venture to af- 
firm, that I have done no harm. All my cotempora- 
ries 
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ties may not, perhaps, be able to fay.as mucti for their 
«writings. People of fafhion have not more abounded 
in thoughtleffnefs and prodigality fince the publication 
-of the Wortp, Legal debts are no worfe paid at pre- 
fent than they were formerly; nor have the weekly 
bills of adultery confiderably increafed. Though I may 
not have been able to hew off the marble, and bring 
-out the maz, I have not fpoilt the dock ; and fome hap- 
pier artift may yet exercife his chizel upon it. | 
Ir has always been my particular endeavour to-avoid 
blame for to pleafe everybody is a vain attempt: and 
-yet to meet with cenfure where applaufe was due, is af- 
fecting to a generous fpirit: fuch has been my lot. 
Many of my readers will hardly believe me when I tell 
ithem, that I have been cenfured for not writing in a 
ferious manner... The accufation is indeed fevere; for 
it implies that I have miftaken the genius of the age. 
Serioufnefs is: not, I think, the prefent difpofition of 


Britons, however they may have been celebrated for 
that quality in forméf'times. “Why then fhould I be 
ferious, who write for the youthful, for the well-dreffed, 
and for everybody one knows ? The very word: feriou/ne/s 
is expelled from polite life ; it is never mentioned at all, 
but in fome account of the author, or in funeral panegy- 


rics ; and even then, it is only applied to writers of good 
books, or to ancient maiden gentlewomen. What then 
has poor Adam Fitz-Adam done, that he fhould be 
obliged to turn parfon, and write feriou/ly ? 

But there are certain feafons and occafions, that call 
upon me for real ferioufnefs ; occafions where humour 
and ridicule would be ill applied, and juftly cenfurable. 
Such is the prefent ; when on the morrow of this day 
a general humiliation is appointed, to deprecate the 

Divine 
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Divine difpleafure, and to implore deliverance from 
thofe dreadful devaftations, which have fo lately 
alarmed or deftroyed a neighbouring people, and 
laid their metropolis in ruins. For an occafion fo {o- 
lemn, I have referved a letter which I received fome 
time fince from a very valuable correfpondent, and 
which I fhall here lay before my readers, as the pro- 
pereft preparation that I am able to prefent them with. 


To Mr. Fitz-Apam. 
SiR, 

I sHALL make no apology for addrefling the public, 
by the channel of your paper, on an occurrence that has 
fo lately and juftly alarmed us ; I mean the defolation 
of Lifbon, and the adjacent country. The terror we 
exprefs, on the bare hearing of that diftant calamity, 
ftrongly implies the relation we bear as men to the 
unhappy fufferers; and the pity and fupport we give 
them, fhow how readily we fuppofe. the cafe might 
have been our own. Nor are we indeed wholly ex- 
empted from a fhare in the event: we are not deftroyed, 
but we are admonifhed. In this fenfe, the thock was 
general ; and though the blow was partial, the warning 
is univerfal. 

Amonc the many hints of improvements fuggefted 
by fo awful a devaftation, the neceffity of a general re- 
formation feems a very obvious one. A {mall acquaint- 
ance with mankind will thow us how vice and immo- 
rality prevail, under the {pecious names of cuftom and 
politenefs ; while virtue, if not ridiculed, is too often 
and generally neglected. Irreligion and prophanenefs 
furnifh conftant matter of reproof for the pulpit; and 
the enormities that attend them, employment for the 
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hand of juftice.. If then the Divine difpleafare is to 
be dreaded: for. the impieties of a nation, how fmall 
is our fecurity ! | 
WE join in our concern for a people or city, rained by 
fo fudden and fatal a ftroke as anearthquake, and image 
torourfelves the horrors of the fcene; but how faintly ! 
for who can fully defcribe a diftrefs, which guilt only 
can aggravate, andthe teftimony of a good confcience 
only alleviate ? : 
Tue inftability of every earthly good, is a truth fo 
well knowa both from. precept and experience, that 
it may be thought unneceflary to confider it here, as 
another leflon contained in fo melancholy a providence ; 
but to me there appears fomething more ftriking in the 
ruins of an earthquake, than the ufual_viciflitudes of 
life fubject us to. In the ordinary changes of life, the 
lofs of wealth, honour and friends is.often gradual and 
expected ; ‘and our refignation in proportion lefS pain- 
ful’: we are (if I may be allowed the expreflion) wean- 
ed from enjoyments we know fo precarious; but to 
be robbed at once of all we have, and all we love, and, 
perhaps, furvive, the fad fpectators of our own ruin, 
is to be attacked when we are leaft on our guard, and 
to feel the evils of a whole life, ina moment. If we 
look round us, we fhall fee what unwearied applica- 
tion and prudent circumfpection are neceflary to ob- 
viate the misfortunes we daily encounter; bnt what 
application can befriend, what circum{pection warn, 
when rocks fail us, and feas overwhelm us? 
AnoTuer lefion we may learn from this calamity, 
3s humility. What weak pretenfions to preemincnce 
are riches, honour and applaufe, when a moment 
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can efface them? Death, in his ufual progrefs, fhews 
us their infufficiency; but by flower approaches. The 
trophy out-lives the hero, and the monument the pa- 
triot ; wealth and titles defcend to future generations ; 
and though the prince and the peafant meet the fame 
fate, the eulogy of the one furvives, and diftinguifhes 
him from the other. But here, all charaéters are 
blended, diftinétions loft, the rich levelled, and the 
ambitious humbled. Such a general confuficn may 
well alarm us, and myake us look with indifference on 
the objects of onr prefent envy: for what is treafure,. 
but a fecurity againft want? and what is~ important, 
that is not permanent? | 
But not to: dwell any longer on particulars, which 
every one’s own reflections will naturally enlarge on, 
we have heté a faint picture of that awful day, ‘“* when 
‘© the elements fhall melt with fervent heat, andthe 
«< Heavens pafs away with a great noife.” The rea- 
der will, I doubt not, be pleafed with a defcription 
of this fcene, as given us by a celebrated genius of the 
prefent age. 
At the deftin’d hour, 

By the loud trumpet Jummon’d to the charge, 

See, all the formidable fons of fre, 

Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnings, play 

Their various engines ; all at once difgorge 

Their blazing magazines ; and take by ftorm 

This poor terreftial citadel of man. 

AMAZING PERIOD! when each mountain height 

Out-burns Vesuvius! rocks eternal pour 

Their melted mafs, as rivers once they pour'd ; 

Stars rufh; and final Ruin fiercely drives 

Her plowfhare o'er creation ! 


—" 
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Tue recital of {uch fudden-and univerfal defolation 
fills us with terror, and we fhudder at the profpect of 
a cataftrophy, in which each of us fhall be fo imme- 
diately concerned. But our intereft in it will appear in 
a ftronger light, if we confider this change of all things, 
as the prelude of an unchangeable and eternal ftate of 
happinefs or mifery. Our beft efforts here are mixed 
with many imperfections, and our beft enjoyments lia- 
ble to frequent difappointments ; but when life’s drama 
is compleated, the applaufe or cenfure of an unerring 
judge thall determine how far we have acted the different 
characters alloted us with propriety : the diffolution of 
earthly felicity fhall be fucceeded by the more fubftan- 
tial joys of Heaven ; and even thofe joys hall be height- . 
ened by their duration. 


C. B. 
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